OHKAYDESS !

My first night-journey in Japan was from Tokyo
to Nagoya in the winter. I shall not forget it. And
here I would digress.

The Japanese, whom I admire and like, and who
attract me for many enviable and rare qualities, pos-
sess, so it seems to me, a singular knack of adopting
the outward semblance without the intention or the
spirit, as one might say, of certain Western ways.
You will find in your stateroom on the steamer,
for example, a telephone, but it does not work. You
will be offered a talking picture on board, but the
film snaps every few minutes. The whole of Tokyo,
an enormous rambling town, is equipped with
traffic-signals, but too few obey them. The Japanese
are fond of wearing a celluloid nose-and-mouth mask
when they want to guard against colds, but they omit
to change the pad of gauze; and they walk about
with these disfiguring shells, looking as if their noses
must be rotting off their faces, and getting a dose of
bacteria for their trouble. A more extreme illustra-
tion, if not more absurd, is afforded by the following
incident. I was travelling in the Asia from Dairen to
Hsinking, the new capital of Manchukuo. I was
sitting in the observation car when the attendant
entered and proceeded to pull down the blinds of all
the windows of the "off" side. I stared. It was about
three in the afternoon. My Japanese neighbour ex-
plained that the special train of Prince Mikasa, third